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*'l cannot sing the old songs, 
I do not know the words.'* 

SONOS WITBOUT WORDS 

The fonowins verses by the netted humorist, 
Robert J. Burdette, very well express the situation 
of most of us. We do not "know the words" of 
the old Bonffs. Americans who travel abroad are 
often chagrined because they cannot sinsr Ameri- 
can songs owinsr to imperfect recollection of the 
texts. Let us teach the children the old songs, 
and see that they know words as well as tune. 

I cannot singr the old songs. 
Though well I know the tune, 
Familiar as a cradle-song 
With sleep-compelling croon; 
Yet though I'm filled with music. 
As choirs of summer birds, 
"I cannot sing the old songs*'— 
I do not know the words. 

I start on "Hail Columbia," 
And get to "heav'n-bom band," 
And there I strike an upward grade. 
With neither steam nor sand; 
"Star-spangled Banner" downs me 
Right in my wildest screaming; 
I start all right, but dumbly come 
To voiceless wreck at "streaming." 

So, when I sing the old songs. 
Don't murmur or ccnnplain 
If "Li, diddy ah da, tum dum" 
Should fill the sweetest strain. 
I love "Tolly um dum di do," 
And the "trilla-la yeep da" of birds. 
But "I cannot sing the old songs"— 
I do not know the words. 

By permission of The Bobbs-Merrill Co. 

Owners of the Copyright. 
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INTRODUCTORY 



This oompilation has been made after much 
research, resulting in the farinsinir together for 
the first time In a eompaet and convenient form so 
far as is known, the words of the more popular 
National Sonars of our Country. In spite of 
mnch criticism of the literary merit of some of 
these soniTS, as well as of the Quality of music to 
which they are sung, still the fact remains tiiat 
they are too deeply rooted in the affections of tiie 
people to die. It is regretted that lack of space 
prevents detailing much interesting information 
gleaned concerning the <nrigin and history of each 
song; but it is hoped that this modest littie book 
may prove to be the means of preserving intact, 
and providing ourselves and our chiMren with a 
knowledge of and a dedre to memoriae, the 
authentic words of at least a few of these inspir- 
ing expressions of patrotism. 

The compiler acknowledges the courtesy ef 
Messrs. Houghton Mifflin Ck>., John J. Hood, 
Bobbs-MerriU Company, Oliver Ditson & Co. and 
G. P. Putnam's Sons, in permitting tiie use of 
poems published fay them or on which they hold 
the copyright. Several adopted songs have also 
• Pilin liMWi'ftA • ^ • 
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TEE STAR SPANOLED BANNER 

Oh I say can yoa see. by the dawn's early liffht. 
What so proudly we hail'd bf the twiUffht'a laat 
glfiaming, 
Whose bright stars aiukfaroad stripes, thro' the 
clouds of the fight, 
O'er the ramparts we wateh'd, were so gallant- 
ly streaming; 
And the rocket's red atee^ the bombs burstins in 
air, 
Gaye proof through the night that our flag was 
still there 

Chobob. 

Oh I say does that star spangled banner yet wmye^ 
O'er the land of the fiee and the home of th« 
brave. 

On the shore dimly seen thro* the mists of the deep» 
Where the foe's haughty host in dread sOenee 
reposes 
What is that which the breese^ o'er the towering 
steep. 
As it fitfully blows, half conceals, half discloses? 
Now it catches the gleam of the morning's first 
beam. 
In full glory reflected, now shines on the stream. 

Gbo.— 'Tis the star spangled banner, O long may 
it ware. 
O'er the land of the free and the home of the 
brave. 

And where is tiiat band, who so vauntingly swore. 
That the havoc of war and the battle's confusion, 
A home and a country should leave us no more? 
Their blood has wash'd out their foul footstep's 
pollution; 
No refuge could save the MreUng and slave 
From the tenor of flight or the gloom of the 
grave. 

Oho.— And the star spangled banner in triumph 
doth wave. 
O'er the land of the free and the home of the 
brave. 

<MiI thus be it ever when free-men shall stimd. 
Between their loved homes and the war's deso- 
lation. 
Blest with victory and peaee^ may the heav'n 
rescued land. 
Praise the Power that hath made and preserved 
us a nation. 
Tlien conquer we must, when our cause it is Jusl^ 
AadtfaiabeourmottOk "In God ia our trust,^' 
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Oho.— And the star ipangled banner in trfannph 
■hall wave. 
O'er the land of the tne and the home of ihm 

Francis Soott Ksy. 

When oar land la flhnn'd with liberty *aamileb 

If a foe from within strike a blow at her flrlory* 
Down, down with the traitor, who dares to defil« 
The flaff of her stars and the Da^ of her story! 
By the millions onchalned who tiielr bfarth-riffht 
have gained. 
We will keep her hrisht blacon forever unstain- 
ed. 

Cbo." And the star mMnsIed banner in triumph 
shall wave. 
While the land of the free is the home of the 
brave. 

Db. Olivbb Wbnduul Hot.mm. 

AHEIICA 

My eonnlry, 'tis of thee^ 
Sweet land of liberty. 
Of thee I sing; 
Land where my fathers died; 
Land of the pilgrims' pride; 
From every mountain side 
Let freedom ring. 

ICy native ooontry, thes^ 
Land of the noble tree. 
Thy name I love; 
I love thy rocks and rOlB, 
Thy woods and templed hills; 
My heart with raptore thriOa, 
Like that above. 

Let mnsie swell the breese^ 
And ring from all the trees 
Sweet freedom's song; 
Let mortal tongues awake^ 
Let all that breathe partake; 
Let rocks their silence Inreak. 
The sound prcdong. 

Our f atibers* God, to thee^ 

Author of liberty. 

To thee we sing; 

Long may our land be bright 

With freedom's hdly light; 

Protect us by Thy might. 

Great God, our King. 

Bbv. Samuel Franoib Surra. 
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Tlie followliiflr two vctflos hsvo boon sussotted 
bar Db. Hbnby Yam Dtkb. 

"I love thine inland aeas, 
Tliy groveB and giant trooa, 
Tliy roUinflT plains; 
Tliy riven' mighty sweep* 
Thy misty canyons deep* 
Thy mountains wild and steep* 
AH thy domains: 

Thy diver Eastern strands. 
Thy Ck>lden Gate that stands 
Fronting the West ; 
Thy flowery Southland fair* 
!n>y sweet and crystal air,— 
O land beyond compare. 
Thee I love best !" 

HAIL. COLUMBIA 

Hail, Colnmbia, happy land I 

Hail, ye heroes heaven bom band! 
Who fought and bled in Freedom's cause, 

Who fought and bled in Freedom's cause. 
And when the storm of war was donob 

Enjoyed the peace your valor won. 
Let independence be our boasl^ 

Ever mindful what it cost; 
Ever grateful for the prise^ 

Let its altars reach the sldei. 

Chobiib. 

Firm, United, let us be^ 

Rallying round our liberty; 
As a band of brothers joined. 

Peace and safety we shall And. 

Immortal patriotB! rise once moret 

Defend your rights; defend your shore: 
Let no rude f oe^ with impious hand. 

Let no rude f oe^ with impious hand. 
Invade the shrine where sacred lies. 

Of toil and blood the wc^-eamed prize. 
While offering peaces sincere and just. 

In heaven we place a manly trust. 
That truth and justice will prevail. 

And ev'ry scheme of bondage f aU. 

Sound, sound the trump of tsmel 

Let Washington's great name 
Bing thro' the world with loud i^plause^ 

Ring thro' the world with loud upvlnoa^. 
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Let ev'ry clime to freedom dear. 

Listen with a joyful ear. 
With equal skill, with sod-like power. 

He governs in the fearful hour 
Of horrid war; or sruides with ease 

The happier times of honest peace. 

Behold the Chief who now commands. 

Once m<nne to senre his country stands. 
The rock on which the storm will beat; 

The rock on which the storm will beat; 
But armed in virtue, firm and true. 

His hopes are fixed on heav'n and you. 
When hope was sinking in dismay. 

And clouds obscured Oolumbia's day. 
His steady mind from changes free, 

Resolved on death or liberty. 

Joseph Hopxinbon. 

COLUMBIA. THE GEN OF THE OCEAN 

O Columbial the gem of the ocean. 

The home of the brave and the free^ 
The shrine of each patriot's devotion, 

A world offers homage to thee. 
Thy mandates make heroes assemble. 

When Liberty's form stands in view* 
T hy b anners make tyranny tremble^ 

When borne by the red, white and blue. 

Chorus. 

When borne by the red, white and blue^ 
When borne by the red, white and blue^ 

T hy b anners make tjnranny tremble, 
When borne by the red, white and blue. 

When war winged its wide desolation. 

And threatened the land to deform. 
The ark then of freedom's foundation, 

Columbia rode safe through the storm; 
Witb her garlands of vict'ry around her. 

When so proudly she bore her brave crew. 
With her flag proudly floating hetare her. 

The boast of the red, white and blue.— Cho. 

The wine-cup, the wine-cup bring hither, 

And fill you it true to the brim, 
Maar the wreaths they have won never wither. 

Nor the star of their glory grow dimt 
May the service united ne'er sever. 

But they to their colors prove true! 
The Army and Navy forever, 

lliree cheera for the red, white and blue.— Gho. 

THOMAS 4 Bbgkit. 
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THE NEW "HAIL COLUMBIA" 

Look oar ranBomed shores airoaiid 

Peaee and safety we have found I 

Welcome, friends who once were foes! 

Welcome, friends who once were foes. 

To all the CJonquerinfir Years have ffaiaed*— 

A Nation's vicrhts, A race unchainedl 

Chfldren of the day new-hom. 

Mindful of its flrlorlons mom. 

Let the pledjre oar fathers sicned. 

Heart to heart for ever faiadl 

Chorus. * 

While the stars in Heaven shall bum. 
While the Ocean tides retum* 
Bver may the circling san 
Find the many still are One. 

Graven deep with edjre of Steel, 
Crowned with Victory's crimson seal. 
All the world their names shall read! 
All the world their names shall read. 
Enrolled with his, the Chief that led 
The hosts, whose blood for as was shed. 
Pay our sires their children's debt. 
Love and honor, — nor forget. 
Only Union's ffolden key 
Guuds the Ark of Liberty!— Cho. 

Hail Colambial stnmg and free. 
Throned in hearts from sea to seal 
Thy march triumphant still pursoel 
Thy march triumphant still pursue! 
With peaeeful stride from soneto aone^ 
Till Freedom finds the world her ownl 
Blest in Union's holy ties. 
Let our grateful taong arise,— 
EiVcry voice its tribute lend,— 
All in lovinflT chorus blendl— Gho. 

OuvEB Wendell Holmm. 
Published by Housrhton Mifflin Company. 

YANKEE DOODLE 

Father and I went down to camp, 

AlonflT with Captain Goodwin, 
And there we saw the men and boyi^ 

As thick as hasty puddinff. 

Chorus. 

Yankee Doodle keop it up, 

Yankee Doodle dandy. 
Mind the Music and the step. 

And with the sirls be handy. 
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And there was Gnptain Washington 

Upon a slappinir stallion. 
And ffiyinff onlers to his men, 

I ffueas there was a million. 

And then the feathers on his ha,t, 

They looked so tamal finey* 
I wanted peskily to set* 

To ffive to my Jemima. 

And Uiere they had a swamping son. 

As biff as a los of maple^ 
On a deuced little cart, 

A load for father's cattle. 

And every time they fired it off 

It took a horn of powder; 
It made a noise like father's son. 

Only a nation loader. 

I went as near to it myself 

As Jacob's underpinnin'. 
And father went as near acaln— 

I thouffhtthedeuee was in him. 

(It scared me so I ran the streets* 

Nor stopped as I remember, 
TUl I ffot home, and safely locked 

In granny's little chamber.) 

And there I see a little k^. 
Its heads were made of leather. 

They knocked upon't with little sticks. 
To call the folks together. 

And there they'd fife away like fan. 
And play on com stalk fiddles. 

And some had ribbons red as blood. 
All bound around their middles. 

The troopers too^ would gsllop up. 

And fire right in our faces; 
It scared me almost half to death 

To see them run such races. 

Uncle Ssm came there to change 
Some pancakes and s<Hne onions. 

For 'lasses cakes to carry home 
To give his wife and young ones. 

But I can't teU you half I see, 

They kept up such a smother; 
So I took my hat off, made a bow 

And scampered home to mother. 
Attributed to Db. Rxchabd Shuokburob 
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WEEN JOENNT COMES MAICBINO HOME 

When Johnny comes maitthfag home again. 

Hurrah, hurrah! 
Well sive him a hearty welcome then. 

Hurrah, hurrah! 
The men will cheer, the hoys will shout, the ladies 
they will all turn out. 
And we'U all feel gay when Johnny comes 
marching home. 

The old church hell will peal with Joy, 

Hurrah, hurrah! 
To welcome home our darling boy. 

Hurrah, hurrah! 
The -village lads and lassies say. With roees they 
will strew the wa/. 
And we'll all feel gay when Johnny comes 
marching home. 

Get ready for the Jubilee, 

Hurrah, hurrah! 
We'll give the hero three times threes 

Hurrah, hurrah! 
The laurel wreath is ready now to place upon hit 
loyal brow. 
And we'U all feel gay when Johnny comes 
marching home. 

liCt love and friendship on that day. 

Hurrah, hurrah! 
Their choicest treasures then display. 

Hurrah, hurrah! 
And let each one perform some par^ To fill wiUl 
joy the warrior's heart. 
And we'll all fed gay when Johnny comes 
iPA fwMtig hflme. 

LouiB Lamshbt. 

BATTLE-CRT OF FREEDOM 

Tes, well rally round the flag, boys, well rally 
once again. 
Shouting the battle-cry of Freedom, 
We will rally from the hfll-sideh wc^U gather from 
the plain, 
Sbaatiag ths bsttle-cry of Freedom. 

Ghobijs. 

The Union f grever , hurrah boys, Irarrah! 

Down with the traitor, up wim the star, 
WhileweraUy round the flag, boys, raUy onet 
again. 

Shooting tfas battle ery of Freedom. 
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W6 are spirfnginir to tlM caD of our BkotiMra gaoM 
bsfoM^ 
Shoatinff the battle-eiy of Freedom, 
Ajid we'll fUl the vacant ranks with a mflBonfka^ 



Bhovtins the batOe-cnr of Freedom. 



Wewfllwdeometoour numben the loyal, trae 
and brave, 
Shontinff the batUe-ery of Freedom, 
And altho they may be poor, not a man ahall be • 
slave, 
Shoatinff th« battle-cry of Freedom. 



So we're epri^nff to the can from the East and 
from the West, 
Shoutinff the battl«-cry of Freedom. 
And we'll hurl the rebel crew from the land w 
love the best, 
Sbontins the batUe-ery of Freedom. 

We are marefabiff to the field, boys, we'ragofaiff to 
theflffht, 
Shoatinff the battle-cry of IVeedom, 
And we bear the fflorioas Stan for the Union and 
theriffht, 
Shotttins the battlo cry of Freedom. 

We win meet the rebel host, boys, with fearlsaa 
heart and trae, 
Shoatinfir the battle-cry of Freedom, 
And we'll show what Uncle Sam haa for loyal 
. men to do, 
ShontiniT the battlo cry of Freedom. 

If we fall amid the fray, boys, we'U fkoe them te 
the last, 
Shoutinff the battle-cry of Freedom, 
And oar comradee brave shall hear ns, aa they so 
roshinff iMWt, 
Shontfag the battlo cry of Freedom. 

TeSi for Liberty and Union we're qpcingins to the 
fieht, 
Shoatins the battle-cry of Freedom, 
And the viet'ry shall be oars, for wd'M fUns in 
oarmisht, 
Shootinff the batllo cry of Freedom. 

Gbo. F. Boot. 
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MARCHING THIOUOE OEOIOIA 

Brinsr the good old boffle haynl we'll tbag anothw 
Bong— 
Bins it with a qpirit that wiU start the worid 



Sinsr it as we used to sinsr it, fifty tiboasand stronff. 
While we were marching tfaroagh Georgia. 

Chobds. 

Himrahl hurrah I We faring the JuUlee! 

Hurrah! hurrahl the flag that makes you fireel 
So we sang the chorus from Atlanta to the sea» 

While we were marching thro' Georgia. 

How the darkies shouted when they heard the 
joyful sonndl 
How the turkeys gohbled which our commlssacy 
found I 
How the sweet potatoes even stsrted from the 
g round. 
While we were marching through Georgia. 

Tes, and there were Union men who wept with 
joyful tears. 
When they saw the honor'd flag they had not 
seen for years; 
Hardly could they he restrained from farealdng 
f orth in cheers. 
While we were marching through Georgia. 

"Sherman's dashing Yankee bosrs will never reaeh 
the coast!" 
So the saucy rebels said, and 'twas a handsome 
boast. 
Had they not forgot, alas! to reckon with the host* 
While we were marching through Georgia. 

So we made a thoroughfare for F^reedom and her 
train. 
Sixty miles in latitude— three hundred to the 
main; 
Treason fled before us, for resistance was in vafai. 
While we were marching tiuough Georgia. 

HSNBT GLAT WOIX. 



TRAMP I TRAMP I TRAMP I 

In the prison edl I sit, thinking mother, dear, of 
you. 
And our bright and h^ppy home so far away. 
And the tears they fill my eyes spite of all that I 
can do, 
Tho' I try to cheer my eomrades and be gay. 
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Chobub. 

Tnunp, tramp, tnunp, the boys are marching, 
Cheer up, oomradeB, thejr will oomte, 

Axkd beneath the starry flair we will breathe the 
airaffam 
Of the f reeland in oar own bdoved home. 

In the battle front we stood when th^ fiercest 
charge they made. 
And they swept us off a hmidred men or more. 
But before we reach'd thdr lines, they were beaten 
back dismay'd. 
And we heard the cry of viet'iy o'er and o'er. 

So within the prison cell, we are waiting for the 
day 
Tliat shaQ come to open wide the iron door. 
And the hollow eye grows bright, and the poor 
heart almost gay. 
As we think of seeing home and Mends ones 
more. 

6bo. F. Boot. 



TENTING ON THE OLD CAMP GROUND 

We're tenting to-night on the old camp ground. 

Give ns a song to cheer 
Our weary hearts, a song of home^ 

And friends we love so dear. 

Chorus. 

Kany are the hearts that are weary to-night. 

Wishing for the war to cease, 
llany are the hearts, looking for the riid^t; 

To see the dawn of peace. 
Tenting to-night, tenting to-night. 

Tenting on the old camp ground. 
Dying on the old camp ground. 

We've been tenting to-night on the Camp ground. 

Thinking of days gone liy. 
Of the loved ones at home that gave us the haiid» 

And the tear that said "good-byel"— Cho. 

We are tired of war on the old Camp ground. 

Many are dead and gone. 
Of the brave and true who've left their homea, 

Others been wounded long.'-<3HO. 

We've been fighting to-day on the old Oamp ground 

Hany are Isring near; 
Some are dead, and some are dying, 

Hany are in tears.— Cho. 

Waltib Kittbbdob. 
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NARTLAND 

Hurlc to thy waaderisir son's nypeal. 

Maryland! 
My mother Statel To thee I kneeU 

Maryland I 
For life and death, for woe and weal. 
Thy peerless chivalry reveal. 
And ffird thy beauteooB limbs with stsel 

Maryland, my Maryland! 

Thoa wilt not cower in the dust; 

Maryland I 
Thy beaming sword shall never rost. 

Maryland! 
Remember Carroll's Sacred trost. 
Remember Howard's warlike throst. 
And all thy slnmberers with the just, 

Maryland, my Maryland! 

Thoa wiH not yield the Vandal toll, 

Maryland! 
Thoa wilt not crook to his control, 

Maryland! 
Better the fire upon thee roll. 
Better the blade, the shot, the bowl, 
nian crudflzlon of the soul, 

Maxyland, my Maryland! 

Jambs Rtdib Randall 

DIXIE 

I wish I was in de land ob cotton. 
Old times dar am not forgotten; 
Look away! look away ! look away I 
Dixie Land! 
In Dixie hmd where I was bom in. 
Early on one frosty momin', 
liook away I look away ! look away I 
Dixie Land! 

OR 

Away down Sooth in de fields of cotton, 
Clnn a m n n s ee d, and sandy bottom ! 

Look away! look away! look away! look away! 
Den 'way down South in de fields of cotton! 
Vfaiegar shoes and paper stockings! 

Look away! look away! look away! look away 1 

Chobdb. 

Den I wish I was in Dixie I Hooray I hoony ! 
In Dixie Land we'll take oar stand, 

to lib and die in Dixie 
Away ! away ! away down South in Dixie ! 
Away ! away ! away down Soath in Dixie ! 
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Ole miuiu many "Will-de-waaber;" 
WUlum wms a say deoeaber; 
Look away I Took away I look away I 
Dixie Landl 
But when he put his arm aroond her. 
He smiled as fierce as a f arty-poonder; 
Look away I look away I look away ! 
Disde Landl 

His faee was sharp as aboteher^a ekaber; 
But dat did not seem to ffreab her; 
Look away I look away I look away I 
Dixie Landl 
Ole missus acted de foolish jpartp 
And died for a man dat broke her heart; 
Look away I look away I look away 1 
Dixie Landl 

Now here's health to de next ole missus. 
An. all the sals dat want to kiss us; 
Look away, look away I look away 1 
Dixie Land I 
But if yon want to drive *way sorrow* 
Come Mid hear this sons to-morrow; 
Look away ! look away 1 look awayl 
Dixie Land I 

Dar's buckwheat cakes an Injun batter, 
liake you fat or a little fatter; 
Look away I look away ! look away 1 
Dixie Land! 
Den hoe it down an' scratch your srabUe, 
To Dbde's Land I'm bound to trabble; 
Look awayl look away I look away 1 
DbdeLand I 

Danibl Dbgatub Ekmbtt 



BATTLE HYMN OF THE REPUBLIC 

Ifine eyes have seen the sloiy of the coming of 

the Lord; 
He is trampHns throush the vineyard where the 

grapes of wrath are stored; 
He hath loosed the fateful Ughtnins of His tflsri- 

bte swift sword; 

His truth is marcihins on. 

I have seen Him in the watch-fires of a hundred 

drelins camps. 
They have builded him aa altar In the evening 

dews and damps; 
I can read his righteous sentenee by the dim and 

flaring lamps; 

ff ^* d ay fa iftfH wb^*^ on* 
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I have read a flery gospel ^nit In bnmished rowa 

of stsel; 
"As ye deal with my oontemnen, so with yon my 

grace shall deal:" 
Let the ReoKK bam of woman crush the sorpant 

with his heel 

Since God is marching on. 

He has sounded forth the trmnpet that shall never 

call retreat; 
He is sifting out the hearts of men before His 

judgment seat, .... 

Oil. be swift, my soul, to answer himi be jubilant 

my feet! 

Our God is marching on. 

In the beauty of the lilies Christ was bom across 

the sea. 
With a glory in his bosom that transilgnzes yon 

and me; 
Aa he died to make men holy, let us die to make 
men fr eo. 

While God ia marching on. 

Julia Wabd Howb 

CbO.— Glory, glory, hallelujah! Glory, glory, hal- 
lelujah! Glory, glory, hallelujah 1 
While God is marching on* 



OLD FOLKS AT HOME 

Way down upon de Swanee Bibber. 

Far, faraway. 
Dare's wha ma heart ia turning ebber. 

Dere*s wha de old folks stay. 
AH up and down de whole creation 

Sadlylroam. 
Still longing for de old plantation. 

And f or de old folks at home. 

Crobus. 

All de world am sad and dreary* 

Ebery where I roam; 
Oh. darkeys, how my heart grows wiary. 

Far from de old folks at homel 

AD round the little Him 1 wandered. 

When I was young. 
Dcm many happy days I flooandeir'd. 

l^my de songs I sung. 
When I was playing wid my turodder 

Happy waa I. 
Oh! teke me to my kind old moddar* 

I>ere let me live and die. 
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One little hut amonff de bushes, 

One dat I love. 
Still sadly to my mem'ry rushes. 

No matter wheiie I rove. 
When will I see the bees a-humminff 

All round de comb? 
When wiU I hear de banjo tumminflr 

Down in my sood old home? 

Stephen Collins Foster 



HOME. SWEET HOME 

'md Pleasures and Palaces though we may roam. 
Be it-ever so humble, there's no place like home ! 
A charm from the sIqt seems to haUow us there, 

(Like the love of a mother, 

Surpassinff all other,) 
[Even stronger than time, and more deep with 

despair,!* 
Which, seek throuffh the world, is ne'er met with 
elsewhere 1 



Chorus. 

Home, home I sweet, sweet home I 
^ There's no place like Home 1 
• There's no place like Home ! 



An exile from h<Hne, splendor dazzles in vahi I 
Oh, srive me my lowly thatched cottage again I 
The birds singjnsr gaily that came at my call,— 
(Those who named me with pride,— 
Those who played by my side,—) 
Give me them I with the innocence dearer than all. 

Home, home I sweet, sweet Home 1 
There's no place like Home I 
There's no place like Home ! 



Additional Verses. 

To ua in despite of the absence of srears, 
How sweet the remembrance of home still appears! 
From allurements abroad, which but flatter the eye 
The unsatisfied heart turns and says with a sigh. 

Home, home ! sweet, sweet Home I 
There's no ntjaoe like Home 1 
There's. no place like Home ! 



16 



Patriotic and American Songs. 



Your exile is blest witib all fate can bestow. 
Bat mine has been checkered with many a woe I 
Yet thouffh different our fortunes, our thoughts 

are same. 
And both, as we think of ColumMa. exclaim. 

Home, h<nne I sweet, swraet Home ! 
There's no place like Home 1 
There's no place like H<nne I 

John Howard Patnb 



ODE TO NEW JERSEY 

The rolling wave is on thy shore, 

Jersey land, my Jersey land! 
Aloft thine aasured mountains soar, 

Jersey land, my Jersey landl 
HiU-top and vale, low-lyin^r plain. 
Thy pines, thy streams with murmuring strain. 
These ne'er let thy beauty wane, 

Jersey land, my Jeney land! 

On fame's bright roll thy name is found, 

Jersey land, my Jersey landl 
Thine every rood is hallowed sround, 

Jersey land, my Jersey landl 
At Trenton and on Princeton's field. 
On Monmouth's plain, with valor steeled. 
Thy sons their lives for freedom sealed, 

Jeney land, my Jersey landl 

Minerva holds thee near her heart, 

Jersey land, my Jersey landl 
Their gifts the sacred Nine impart, 

Jersey land, my Jersey landl 
Fair wisdom's son thou lov'st to call 
From wayside shrine or ooU^re hall; 
Thine altar fires bid welcome all, 

Jersey land, my Jemey land! 

Anon. 



MY OLD KENTUCKY SOME, GOOD NIGHT 

The sun shines briffht in the old Kentucky home, 

'Tis summer, the darkies are say; 

The com top's ripe and the meadow's in the bloom. 

While the birds make music all the day; 

The younff folks roll on the little cabin fioor. 

All merry, all happy, and brisrht, 

By'n-by hard times comes a knocking at the door. 

Then tny old Kentucky home, good niirht! 
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Chobus. 

Weep no more, my lady. 

Oh I weep no more to-day I 

We will Binir one Bonar for the old Kentucky home. 

For the old Kentucky home far away. 

They hunt no more for the poesum and the coon 

On the meadow, the hill, and the shore; 

They mng no more by the irlimmer of the moon. 

On the bench by the old cabin door; 

The day goes by like a shadow o'er the heart. 

With sorrow where all was delisrht; 

The time has come when the darkies have to part. 

Then my old Kentucky home, good niffhtl— Cho. 

The head must bow and the back will have to bend. 
Wherever the darky may so; 
A few more days and the trouble all will end. 
In the fields where the sucar canes ffrow; 
A few more days for to tote the weary load. 
No matter — 'twill never be lifirht, 
A few more days till we totter on the road. 
Then my old Kentucky home, arood niffht.— Cho. 

Stephen C. Foster. 



LORD OF BOSTS I ALMIGHTY KING I 

O Lord of HostsI Almiffhty Kingl 
Behold the sacrifice we brinff: 
To every arm Thy strength impart; 
Thy spirit shed through every heart. 

Wake in our breast the livinar fires. 
The holy faith that warmed our sires; 
Thy hand hath made our nation free; 
To die for her is serving Thee. 

Be Thou a pillared flame to show 
The midnifirht snare, the silent foe; 
And when the battle thunda« loud. 
Still ffuide us in its movinar cloud. 

God of all nations I So vereiflm Lord I 
In Thy dread Name we draw the swocd. 
We lift the starry flaar on hiarh 
That fills with liarht our stormy ricy. 

From treason's rent, from murder's stain, 
Guard Thou its folds till peace shall rdgn. 
Till fort and field, till shore and sea. 
Join our loud antiiem, praise to Thee! 

Dr. Olivbr Wendell Holmes. 1861. 
Published by Houarhton Mi£9in Company. 
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FREEDOM'S FLAG 

Of aU the soul loves best. 
Wnat irlones in thy folds appear 

liet noble deeds attest: 
T^ presence on the field of strife 

Enkindles valor's flame; 
Around thee^ in the hour of peace. 

We twine our nation's fame. 

Chorus. 

^1?^°* ^ ■?** clust'rinar stars. 
That have braved a hundred years. 

Beneatii thy rays our fathers bled 

In Freedom's holy cause; 
Where'er to HeaVn thy folds outspread. 

Prevail sweet Freedom's laws. ^^^ 
Frospenty has marked thy course 

O'er all the land and sea; 

«LJ^P''3 ^^ ^ distant climes, 
StUl fondly look to thee.-CHO. 

Proud banner of the noble free! 

Emblazon'd from on hi^h! 
Lonff may thy folds unsoil'd reflect 

The fflories of the skyi 
Lm« may thy land be Freedom's land. 

Thy homes with virtue bright. 
Thy sons a brave united band. 

Fear God. for Truth, and Riffht.-CHO. 

Uaed by permission of the Authorf ^™ ^' ^^'*- 

THE AMERICAN FLAG 

IW^en Freedom from her mountain heiffht 

Unfurled her standard to the air. 
She tore the axure robe of ni^ ht. 

And set the stars of irlory there. 
Sheminsrled with its firorereous dyes 

l^emUky baldric of the skies. 
And striped its pure celestial white 
^^With streakin^rs of the morning Uffht: 
Then from his mansion in the sun 

She called her ea«rl»-bearer down. 
And save into his mighty hand 

The symbol of her chosen land. 
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Majestic monarch of the cloud! 

Who rear'st aloft thine eaffle form. 
To hear tiie tempest trumpinflrs loud. 

And see the lisrhtninff lancee driven. 
When stride the warriors of the storm. 

And rolls the thunder-drum of heavenl 
Child of the Sun I To thee 'tis sriven 

To sruurd the banner of the free! 
To hover in the sulphur smoke. 

To ward away the battle stroke. 
And bid its blendin^rs shine afar, 

LUce rainbows on the cloud of war. 
The harbingers of victonr. 

Flaff of the brave! thy folds shall fly. 

The siffn of hope and triumph hiffh; 
When speaks the trumpets siflrnal tone. 

And the lonff line ccnnes steaminflr on. 
Ere yet the life-blood, warm and wet. 

Has dimmed the srlisteninflr bayonet. 
Each soldier's eye shall brightly turn; 

To where thy sky-bom irlories bum; 
And, as his sprinmr steps advance. 

Catch war and vengeance from tiie stance; 
And when the cannon-writhinffs loud 

Heave in wild wreaths the battle-ehzoud. 
And ffory sabres rise and fall. 

Like shoots of flame on midnight's pall,— 
Then shall thy metive glances fflow. 

And cowerinflT flres shall sink beneatii 
Each gallant arm that strikes below 

That lovely messenger of death! 

Flacr of the seas! on Ocean's wave 

Thy stars shall srlitter o'er the brave; 
When death, careeninsr on the gale. 

Sweeps darkly round the bellied sail. 
And frighted wavee rush wildly back. 

Before the broadsides reeling rack. 
Each dying wanderer of the sea 

Shall look at once to heaven and to thee. 
And smile to see thy splendors fly 

In triumph o'er his dosing eye. 

Flag of the free hearts' hope and home; 

By angels' hands to valor given; 
Thy stars have lit the welkin dome. 

And all thy hues were bom in heaven. 
Forever float that standard sheet! 

Wheve breathes the foe but falls before ns. 
With Freedcttn's soil beneath our feet 

And Freedom's banner streaming o'er as. 

Joseph Rodman Drake. 
(Last 4 lines by Fitz-Greene Halleck.) 
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SOLDIERS' FAREWELL 

How can I bear to leave thee. 
One parting kiss I srive thee; 

And then whate'er befalls me, 
I so where honor calls me. 

Chorus. 

Farewell, f arew^, my own true love, 
VmtewfSlf farewell, my own tme love. 

Ne'er more may I behold thee^ 
Or to tibia heart enfold thee; 

With spear and pennon fflancinflTt 
I see the foe advancin£r, — Cho. 

I tiiink of thee with lonsrinsr. 

Think thou, when tears are thronffinar. 
That with my last faint si^hinff, 

I'll whisper soft, while dyin^,— Cho. 
Translated from thb German 



AULD LANO STNE 

Should anld acquaintance be forgot. 
And never brought to mind 7 

Should old acquaintance be f orsot. 
And days of auld lanar syne. 

Chorus. 

For auld lanfir syne, my dear; 

For auld lanfir syne: 
We'll take a cup of kindness yet, 

For auld lancr syne. 

OLD SCOTTISH WORDS. 

We twae ha'e run about the braes. 

And pu'd the gowan's fine; 
But we've wandered mony a weary foot. 

Sin' auld lang syne. 

Chorus. 

For auld lang syne, my dear; 

For auld lang syne; 
We've wandered mony a weary foot. 

Sin' auld lang syne. 

We twa ha'e paddled in the bom, 

Frae morning sun 'till dine; 
But seas between us braid ha'e roar'd. 

Sin' auld lang syne. 
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Ghobus. 

For auld lanff syn«, my dear; 

For auld lanff syne; 
But seas between us braid ba'e roar'd; 

Sin' auld lanff eyne. 

And here's a hand, my trustar frien' 

And srie's a hand o' thine: 
We'll tak' a cup o' kindness yet, 

F<Mr auld lansr syne. 

Chorus. 

For auld lans syne, my dear; 

Far auld lanflr syne; 
We'll tak' a cup o' kindness yet. 

For auld lanar syne. 

ROBBST BUBNS 
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Information. 



For profitable inf onnation on the subject of the 
history and for various versions and music of our 
National Sonffs, consult 

"WAR SONGS" (words and music) published by 
O. Dttson A Co., Boston. 

"FOLK SONGS*' (words and music) edited by 
Louis C. Elson; published by the John 
COiurch Co., New York. 

THE ABRIDGED ACADEMY SONG BCK>K 
(words and music) compiled by Charles H. 
Le ve rmore, Ph.D., published by Ginn A Co., 
Boston. 

"HISTORY OF THE FLAG OF THE XJNITBD 
STATES" Rear-Admiral George Henry Pre- 
ble; published by James R. Osgood A Co., 
Boston. 

"FAMOUS AMERICAN SONGS" by Gustav 
Kobbe; published by T. Y. (}rowell & Co.. 
New York. 

"STORIES OF GREAT NATIONAL SONGS" 
by Col. Nicholas Smith; published by Young: 
Churchman Co., Milwaukee. 

"AMERICAN WAR BALLADS AND LYRICS" 
by Geo. (3ary Esarleston; one of the most 
complete and authentic collections, publish- 
ed by G. P. Putnam's Sons, New York. 

"DAYS AND DEEDS" byB. E. A E. B. Steven- 
son; published by The Baker A Taylor Co., 
New York. 

"POEMS OF AMERICAN PATRIOTISM" Bran- 
der Matthews; Charles Scribners' Sons. 
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